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Summary: "Brown hair, green eyes. Thin, especially for a Viking. 
Downright scrawny by most standards. You two could pass for mother 
and son." He hesitated. "Same age as your Hiccup I would say." Hiccup 
had met a stranger once. They became pretty good friends for such a 
short period of time. 


1 . Chapter 1 

**AN: Hello! This is my first story in the HTTYD fandom and I hope 
you enjoy it! I've never really liked OC ' s but I thought I'd give it 
a try. He won't be playing a major part in this story other than 
being a character in the flashbacks so I hope you aren't thrown 
off.** 

**I'm not quite sure how long the story will be but I won't abandon 
it. I'll try to update regularly but school is starting to get 
tougher and I can't stick to a schedule. Either way, thanks so much 
for reading the story. :)** 

**Shoutout to * *CrazyFeralVigilanteDragonLady **for** **being my 
bet a- reader . * * 

**Please review, favourite and follow if you like it! I'd love and 
appreciate any kind of feedback and support you could provide me 
with . * * 

The red tailfin stayed steady in the wind as the alpha and chief 
glided steadily towards the village. The young man grinned as he 
revelled in the freedom that came from being in the air. Noticing 
something, he squinted to focus on a distant speck hovering at one of 
the rocky cliffs of Berk. 


The sun was setting and Hiccup had to raise one hand to block out the 
glaring light as they flew closer. Even though he still couldn't 
recognise the indistinct form with his human vision. Toothless could 



and crooned contentedly that there was no danger. 


'Must be one of ours, ' Hiccup thought. He was faintly surprised when 
the speck rose, landed outside his own home and entered. 

'Must be Mum, ' he corrected dryly. 

Shaking his head against Toothless' protests and sighing over the 
next day's duties. Hiccup guided his friend back home as well. He 
dismounted quickly and with the childishly grumbling dragon behind 
him, entered the house. 

"Yes I know, bud. We'll go for a longer flight soon," he mumbled. 
Toothless decided that was not an acceptable answer and rolled around 
on the floor in a petulant fit. It had been almost two months since 
the end of the war and they hadn't gone on a decent flight since. 

Yes, Hiccup had had his chieftain duties but this was harrowing. 
Flying with Astrid and Valka wasn't the same as flying with 
Hiccup . 

The building was dark save for the fireplace. From Hiccup's position, 
most of the glow was hidden by Valka 's huddled form on the floor. 
Cloudjumper was next to her silhouette and purring persistently in 
concern. By the time Toothless was done with his hissy outburst, his 
friend had placed a hand on his mother's shoulder. 

Valka was startled out of her reverie and twisted around to say, "Oh. 
When did you come back? I didn't hear you." 

Her son gave her an incredulous look. "Toothless was just throwing a 
fit. You didn't hear that?" Hearing his name- and ignoring the 
slightly derisive comment about his behaviour- the dragon bounded 
over and nuzzled her affectionately. 

Meanwhile a gleam had caught Hiccup's eye; Valka 's fingers were 
curled protectively around a small object. She noticed how he was 
looking at it and relaxed her tight grip to show it to him. 
Cloudjumper blinked at it once, twiceaC | then seemed to sigh a 
draconic sigh. She held it up in the air. 

A thin gold chain attached to a pendant of black precious stone- 
although it was difficult to tell with an untrained eye what the gem 
was exactly. The round stone was framed with more gold set in an 
ornate pattern; the twirling filigree seemed to dance. Hiccup knew 
what he _thought_ it was but felt a twinge of uncertainty. 

"May I?" 

She offered it to him with the slightest reluctance. Once it was in 
his hands, his dragon sniffed at it with profound curiosity and 
warbled something happily- he recognised this thing! Jumping, he 
turned to Valka and tried to ask her where the young man with this 
necklace was. Realising that she couldn't possibly understand him, he 
tried to ask Cloudjumper instead but his excited barks yielded no 
response . 

"I'lla€| be right back," Hiccup said as he moved to his room. Inside, 
he searched through the stack of bound notebooks, hastily flicking 
through each of them until he found the one he wanted. Making his way 
back to the fire, he used the light to compare the pendant in his 



hand to the one in his drawings. There was no room for doubt; they 
were the same. Even Toothless was continuing to rumble happily as he 
looked at the illustration. Besides, it was highly unlikely there 
would be two copies of something so precious and ornamental. 

"I met a guy with this necklace," said Hiccup. He flipped the 
notebook around so that she could see the drawing too. 

"Ivar?" Valka's voice was brittle. She reached for the pages and 
scanned the sketch of a teen with unkempt hair and wild eyes to 
match . 

"Wait. You know him?" 

She looked up at him for an instant with a strange emotion in her 
eyes. "Yesa€| I knew him very well." 

"But how?" 

"He lived at the nest for ten years. The dragons took him there just 
as I was taken by Cloud jumper. He was like a son to me." 

Hiccup grinned at a revelation and sat down, crossing his legs a bit 
awkwardly. "He has a dragon, doesn't he? I mean, we met on an island 
far away from the nest. A dragon must have flown him there and back. 
Though, we never saw one while we were there." He frowned as he tried 
to come up with an explanation for the absence. 

"He named her Neona. In fact, she was a Night Fury." 

"A Night Fury?! Toothless do you hear that? Isn't that something?" 

The dragon in question purred at the news, hopeful that he could 
finally reunite with another of his species. 

Laughing, Valka reached out and applied pressure to the point on 
Toothless' back, causing the otherwise hidden spikes to appear. "Well 
I must have learnt about this secret from somewhere. Ivar was the one 
who discovered this." 

"He did?!" Hiccup's eyes were wide with wonder. "Bud, looks like we 
need to thank him for the help." His dragon shuddered uneasily, 
remembering the desperate yell of 'it's now or never' during the 
battle . 

"He'd gladly accept the thanks after all the trouble he went through. 
You could say they were the nest's version of you and Toothless. 
Albeit much morea€ let's say violent." 

It was late at night and a black dragon was creeping through a 
certain ice cave. Her wings were raised slightly, as if a human could 
have been hiding under there, stalking along just out of sight. A 
sudden scrape alerted her to the clumsy boy who had stumbled. She 
tried to lift her wing to check on him, but he pulled it back down 
and insisted that they keep going. Valka could not catch them out 
again- 

A fire ignited in front of them between the jaws of Cloudjumper, who 
was looking highly unamused. Valka had woken him up, yet again, to 
apprehend these two dumb little hatchlings. Unbelievable. 



"Hey! Cloud jumper! Didn't expect to see you. Aren't you tired? You 
should go to sleep and _not_ tell Valka." Ivar revealed himself and 
grinned, eyes flicking back and forth as he looked for any sign of 
his adoptive mother. The pair of hellions sheepishly turned away and 
started walking. "Now, we'll just be on our way-" 

"What did you steal this time?" a voice called out. Ivar spun back to 
face the direction the voice had been coming from. 

"Steal?" Ivar glanced at Neona who looked ready to chew his hand off. 
He's gotten her into trouble so many times she was utterly done with 
him. "Nothing," he replied after a long silence. 

Valka stepped out of the shadows and glared at them disapprovingly. 
"Then where were you?" 

"Neona wanted to go for a night flight. Didn't you, girl?" Ivar 
reached out to pet the dragon at his side, a desperate non-verbal 
plea for co-operation. Valka wouldn't blame a Night Fury for wanting 
to fly at night. 

He tried to hide a grimace as his hand was clamped between the spikes 
on her back. Neona turned away from him, head held high; she would 
not be helping him out this time. Unsuccessfully, he tried to- 
nonchalant ly- pull his fingers away. It was so obvious. There was no 
point pretending anymore so he changed his priorities. Priority 
number one: get his damned hand free. 

"You fat lizard!" He placed his foot on the side of her wing and 
pushed to no avail. "Give me my fingers back!" 

A string of sarcastic noises from the dragon. Cloudjumper made a 
sound like he was laughing. 

"Sure, they might be your spikes but that's my hand. Now let 
go ! " 

Valka sighed as the young man began whacking the dragon's face in 
frustration. She sighed again when a black tail fin thwacked the back 
of his head as retribution. Here she was, in the middle of the night, 
watching an immature fight. 

"Last time I checked, _I_ found out about your spikes." 

Neona purred an agreement . 

"Exactly. And this is how you repay me? This is treachery!" Ivar 
kicked her folded wing. 

A cacophony of roars filled the den. They didn't sound at all happy. 
This was the third time in a month. 

"Just go to bed. I'll deal with you in the morning," Valka forced 
out . 

Head still high, Neona stalked off grumpily, dragging her equally 
grumpy human along by the hand. 


Hiccup was laughing so hard at the retelling that his stomach was 
twisting in pain. Toothless chortled along, amused at the way this 



Night Fury had annoyed her human. Would he be able to do the same to 
Hiccup someday? 


"He sounds just like the guy we met, alright. I would have loved to 
see that, " he chuckled. 

"Well I can definitely see you in his place." Valka regarded the 
notebook wistfully, like the lively person drawn there would leap out 
of the pages at any moment. "He looked like you." 

"Does he?" Hiccup asked. Surprised, he leaned over her shoulder to 
take another look. 'I guess so', he thought. If he bothered to look 
for the similarities, they were definitely there; he was shocked that 
he hadn't noticed them before. 

"Brown hair, green eyes. Scrawny. You two could pass for brothers," 
she mused. Then something in her expression faltered and shifted. "I 
should go to bed. It's been a long day for all of us. I'll see you in 
the morning." 

After she left the room, the larger dragon following her as well, 
Hiccup turned to Toothless. He had never- at least in the two brief 
months- seen his mother retire for the night so early in the evening. 
"The sun was just setting a moment ago." 


2 . Chapter 2 

**Uh okay. Nice start with the whole updating thing of course. But 
I've honestly never written a complete story in my life so I'll make 
this a personal goal. FINISH IT NO MATTER HOW LONG IT TAKES. Yes this 
is super short but I wrote it in half an hour so pis forgive the 
author. ** 

Thanks to all the people who clicked any of the buttons (including 
the link you had to click to read this story.) 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>They swooped in the night to remain barely out of sight of the 
ship. Ivar crouched low on Neona's back using his hands to steady 
himself as she swerved. He kept his eyes open for Valka and 
Cloud jumper against the background of the inked sky. The ship was 
closer now and a few dragons could be heard screeching at their 
restraints . <p> 

Cloudjumper fell from the air, aiming right at the vessel. Men yelled 
for backup and fired nets at the approaching dragon, remaining 
blissfully ignorant of the Night Fury that hid right above their 
heads . 

"Now, " Ivar whispered. 

The silence cracked. Neona took a steep dive as her signature Night 
Fury screech pierced the still and cool air. 

"NIGHT FURY!" 

Her purple blast hit the heavy metal covering the prison that held 
the dragons. Three dragons rushed out of the new ragged opening and 



scrambled madly onto the boat's deck, attacking the men that came too 
close for their comfort. 


Neona surged back into the atmosphere knowing that her part was done. 
Meanwhile Cloudjumper flew closer so that Valka could jump safely 
onto the wooden deck to release the bound wings of the three 
dragons . 

From his vantage point Ivar watched as more men poured out and 
swarmed the already crowded surface. Frowning in thought, he tapped 
on Neona' s forehead twice and she returned to the ship. He shifted 
his position and simultaneously notched three arrows. 

Valka had freed two of the dragons when three of the men fell to 
their knees with arrows poking out of their backs at an almost 
vertical angle. Cursing herself for being so easily distracted she 
returned her attention to the lock on the chains holding the last 
dragon down. This lock just wasn't giving in! 

"I need you to get closer," Ivar hissed. His reply came in the form 
of a hesitant croon and a slight dip in altitude. 

"More!" he insisted. Three more arrows in the bow. The crew had 
shifted their attention onto him now which was, as he reasoned, a 
very good thing because Valka was now in a safer position than she 
was before. He had only released one more arrow when the three 
dragons took off together with Valka on the Monstrous Nightmare's 
back . 

Neona didn't need any encouragement from her rider to fly back up and 
out of range of the projectile nets. She grumbled in protest when she 
felt Ivar shift dangerously. 

"Now that sword looks nice. What do you think?" His voice easily 
betrayed the interest and his consequential plan. That is, the plan 
on somehow stealing that sword for himself and keeping it in his 
little hoarder's den of shiny items. 

The Night Fury shook her head furiously. She couldn't understand him; 
he was always such a reckless thief! He had at least a dozen assorted 
weapons hidden away that Valka didn't know about. She had always been 
the one to help him with his night time 'hunts'. Perhaps she should 
lead Valka to his hoard just so he could get in trouble for it. Yes. 
She would do it out of spite. 

"Oh come on. Not tonight. They're on edge. I think we should wait a 
few days," mumbled Ivar. 

His dragon ignored him in favour of returning home so that she could, 
if she was fortunate, snatch a few hours of sleep before dawn. 


End 
f ile . 



